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Point Isabel 


Author's Notes: 
i saw a prompt about this and i had to and i honestly am in love with it (plus i haven't posted a metallica fic in 


a hot diddly darn second) 


The clock in the hallway struck 5:30 AM. James's eyes opened and he stared at the poster above the couch 


he slept on for a few minutes before sitting up and looking at the television to see Jimmy Swaggart preaching. 


He slowly recovered from his groggy awakening and he walked down the hallway of the Mansion. The first room 


he checked in was Lars's. 


Brown hair peeked out from under a messy blanket, along with a pale leg and a half-removed sock. Lars was 


snoring louder than what James could think of as a jet engine, and he exited the room, closing the door. 


He opened Kirk's door slowly so it wouldn't creak, and saw that Kirk had fallen asleep with a pile of comic books 
covering his bed and a flashlight on by his head, shining on the wall opposite to the door. James crept in 
quietly and turned the flashlight off, then put the comic books back into their sleeves and back into a neat pile 


on his bookshelf. 


The floor made a small groan as he closed the door and stepped on an old floorboard, but Kirk only shifted in 
his bed a little bit. James smiled softly. He returned to Lars's room and closed the door as well, then continued 


to Cliffs room. 


Cliff's red mane of hair was spread around his head as if it were a halo, and he was sprawled out on his 


waterbed, not even making a sound opposed to Lars's jet engine snoring and Kirk's sleep talking. 


James finally made it to his own room after doing the sleeping check and pulled sweatpants on over the 
swimming shorts he put on a few seconds before. He grabbed a towel from the bathroom, then grabbed his 
keys and snuck out the door. 


He sat in his car for a few minutes after it started to make sure that Fred, who slept in a van outside of 


their house, was asleep, and he finally drove off to Point Isabel. 


A few security cameras surrounded the building that housed a janitor's closet and bathrooms, with one 
pointing in the view of where James had parked. He took his shirt and sweatpants off, then dove into the water 
and floated gently in the cold water, relaxing. 


He found the gentle waves soothing to his ears, and they pushed him up and down the small channel that 
separated an island from mainland California. Eventually, he was pushed out of the channel and into the large 
harbor that it flowed into. He began trying to swim towards the channel again, but was pushed out by the 


larger waves of the harbor and, after a short while, was taken under by the waves. 


James panicked and let out all of his breaths into the water, only appearing as bubbles at the surface on top 
of the waves. He attempted to swim back up in his panic, but a piece of plastic that was half-buried caught 


his ankle and prevented him from swimming to the surface. 


He awaited the dark black that was doomed to follow being submerged that long, but nothing came. He opened 
his eyes and looked around, then brought his wrist up and tapped on his watch a few times to get it working, 
despite being waterlogged. He checked the time before he went under the waves and saw that he had been 
without oxygen for nearly 20 minutes. 


Tugging at the plastic around his ankle, it didn't give way until a long while later and he swam to the surface 
where the waves had died down. He quickly made his way to the gently sloping rocky shore and climbed back 
up to where he came from, putting on his sweatpants but not his shirt. 


He pulled up in front of the house, and checked the watch again, having to beat it against the dashboard of his 
car to get it working. 6:57 AM. He glanced at the window at the front of the house and noticed that it was 


open. Kirk was awake. 


He got out of his car and circled the house. Lars's lamp was on and Cliff's curtains were drawn. They were all 


awake. He faced his fears and walked in the door slowly. 


Lars walked from the kitchen and expected to greet James, who he assumed went to the gas station down the 


street, but instead was met with his dripping long hair and his sweatpants clinging to his wet legs and shorts. 


"Where the Hell did you go, James?" Lars asked, approaching James quickly. He went to the linen closet and 
grabbed a towel, and wrapped it around James's shoulders tightly, then grabbed a shirt he usually used to dry 
his hair and began shaking his wet hair in the towel to stop it from dripping. 


James was wide-eyed and confused and looked at Lars in the eyes. "Point Isabel to swim. | got caught. | almost 


died" He said. Kirk laughed from the table and looked at James as well. 


| thought you were sneaky, how did you get caught?" Kirk teased James, not understanding his use of the 


word "caught." Lars couldn't help but crack a small smile at the teasing. 


"Waves brought me out from the channel, took me under, and a buried garbage bag caught me by the ankle in 


the Richmond harbor. | almost died" James said with unsure confusion in his voice. 


Cliff tuned in to what James said and the motherly instincts that Jan had taught him kicked in. He stood up 
and led James to the kitchen table by the shoulders, asking him if he was okay and if he was hurt. 


"| don't know. Nothing feels broken. | scraped my knees and arms up while trying to climb up the rocks in the 
channel to get to my car, but nothing that bad." He said, looking around as if he was disoriented. 


Kirk looked down at James's arms and saw blood seeping from the scrapes on his arms, and small splotches of 
blood beginning to show up where his knees sat in his sweatpants. Lars gagged at the sight of blood and looked 
away while Kirk went to grab the first aid kit his mother made the men take with them the last time they 
stopped by her house. 


As Kirk took James by the wrist to begin wiping the blood off of his arm, he noticed how bad he trembled. 
Lars saw his trembling and leaned in to whisper to Cliff. "This really shook him up. | hope he's okay." He 


mumbled as Kirk wrapped the same arm in gauze and bandage. 


They tried to get James to eat something, but he didn't budge. It was almost as if he were in a catatonic 
state of questioning whether he was alive or dead. Kirk eventually got him to stand up and walk to his room to 


change, then lead him to his room to sleep so it was closer to the living room and kitchen 


Cliff told Kirk to check in on James every hour, and every hour he was awake, quiet, and still until Kirk checked 
in on him the bth hour and saw that he was finally asleep, snoring like Lars was the night before. 


Kirk crept into the room and closed the door behind him gently, then sat on the edge of the bed and placed his 
hand on James's shoulder, sweeping the damp hair from his eyes every now and then when it would fall out of 


line on his forehead. He let out a small huff of laughter and a grin formed on his face when he saw James try 


to push the hair out of his face himself in his sleep. He stood up and turned to exit, but nearly had a heart 
attack when the door was flung open by Cliff. 


Kirk clutched at his chest where his heart sat and he sighed out deeply, gathering his thoughts after he was 

scared. He put a finger to his mouth to show Cliff that James was asleep, and Cliff nodded in understanding. He 
left Kirk to close the door, and before he left, he glanced one last time at the sleeping, exhausted man, before 
closing the door and letting him sleep peacefully. 


He never noticed that James wasn't breathing in his sleep. 


Dive In 


Author's Notes: 
im spewing shit out at this point Imao 


There was a pressure at the foot of the bed. James opened his eyes and looked down to see Kirk sitting with a 
comic book in his lap and a flashlight in his hand. He looked to his right to see what time it was, and "12:00" 
flashed at him, showing him that the clock had been reset. 


He brought his arm up and tapped on his watch a few times, catching the attention of Kirk. 1:34 PM. "You've 
been sleeping since a little past noon," Kirk said, shining the flashlight up to cast odd shadows on his face. 


"What's with the shadows?" James laughed to Kirk, sitting up to talk to him. Kirk adjusted himself as well so 
his back wasn't facing James. 


Kirk rolled his eyes when James asked. "Come on, don't you remember doing this with your sister while telling 
ghost stories? | used to do it all the time with my friends and Tracy." He said, shining the flashlight on his 


face again. 


James only shook his head, then zoned out in thought about what happened that morning. He looked at his hand 
to be sure he was alive and looked up at Kirk with a new idea. His eyes flashed around trying to spot his car 


keys, and he darted out the door with Kirk's arm in his hand. 


Kirk found himself driving down Central Avenue in James's passenger seat. He glanced over and saw almost the 
exact same look James had when he returned from where they were now going. "James, what are we doing?" 


He finally asked after a few silent seconds. 


"Point Isabel. | need to show you something.” He said, keeping his eyes on the road. He parked in the parking lot 
and turned his car off, then got out with Kirk in tow behind him. He stopped at the shoreline and looked over 
the empty harbor. 


Kirk looked at James and confusion washed over him. "Why are we here?" He asked. James returned the look 


and grabbed his hand, jumping into the harbor while dragging Kirk behind him into the water. 


He opened his eyes once they were under and saw Kirk's thrashing, and let the man go to the surface while he 
stayed under the calm waters. Kirk climbed up the shoreline James sent them sailing off of and panicked when 


James never came up after a while. 


By the time James did resurface, Kirk was pacing on the shoreline, crying in anxiety at what he thought was a 
suicide attempt. James splashed as he swam back to the shoreline and it caught Kirk's attention immediately. 


His anxiety turned to rage. 


"What the fuck were you trying to prove there? Is this a sick joke?" He yelled at James with anger. James 
kept half of his face submerged in the water while Kirk yelled at him. 


"How long was | under for?" James asked the reasonably frightened man. Kirk shook his head, then cried out a 
long, harrowing yowl. He sat on the grass and sobbed into his hands with fear and confusion as James climbed 


up the shoreline. 


Kirk shook his head while he cried and spoke with a cracking voice. "Why the fuck would | even know how long 
you were under there for?" James got a slightly disappointed look on his face and he sighed. 


"I5 minutes. | was under there for I5 minutes. And I'm perfectly fine. I'm not unconscious or floating facedown 
in the water, I'm up here talking to you. What can you make of that?" He asked as he tilted his head 


downwards to look Kirk in the eyes. 


Kirk glanced up at James and began breathing slowly, coming to terms with what happened. 20 minutes later, 
he spoke up. "Are you some kinda mutant from a horror movie? Like the Creature From the Black Lagoon?" He 


asked as James helped him up so they could walk to the car. 


James sighed and looked at Kirk with eyes that conveyed his sarcasm without words. "Do | look like a damn fish 
dude to you?" He asked, nudging Kirk's still-trembling arm with his elbow. Kirk couldn't help but laugh a lite, 


and it made James smile. 


| dunno anyone who would wanna kiss that face, so maybe you are. Where are your gills?" Kirk returned the 
joke and began feeling better about the situation When they got into the car, Kirk finally took matters 


seriously and looked at James. "So..What? You can breathe underwater?" 


I'm not gonna test that out because | don't want water in my lungs if it backfires, but | don't think so. All I'm 
aware of is | can go without breathing for a long fuckin’ time. You should check to see if | don't breathe while 


l'm asleep." James said, glancing at Kirk. 


‘| want to make you do other things to see if you have any other superpower," Kirk said after some silence 


blanketed the car. James scoffed. 


"Who says this is a superpower?" He shook his head and leaned back in his seat, listening to Kirk ramble about 
different superpowers he's heard of. 


Kirk was excited to talk about the superpowers. "I dunno, maybe you have telekinesis or some weird shit like 


that! Or maybe supernatural strength, or--" James butted in before he could continue. 


"| don't have any of those. I'm just a fuckin water freak here, buddy. Nothing special about me." James said, 


wanting Kirk to stop talking until they returned to the Mansion 


As they walked down the hall of the house, Kirk looked back at James and smiled a smug grin. "There's 
something else about you. | can feel it. I'll figure it out sometime. Sleep tight, Aquaman" He ran into his room 
and locked the door as James turned and tried chasing him, and laughed as James huffed on the other side of 


the door in annoyance. 


Kirk sat in his room and read a few comic books while he waited for James to fall asleep on the couch. When 
he heard Jimmy Swaggart come on in the living room and the channel didn't change after a few minutes, he 


knew James was asleep. 


He crept out into the living room, trying not to disturb Lars as he listened to his Walkman and, most 
importantly, trying not to disturb James as he checked him over. He leaned over the back of the couch and 


felt lucky, as James's face wasn't buried in a pillow like usual. 


Something was off about him, almost as if a supernatural aura was surrounding him. Kirk lifted the man's 


eyelids to see if he was really asleep and saw that his clear blue eyes were a milky white. He almost didn't see 


them and thought his eyes had rolled into the back of his head. 


He shook James awake and saw the milky white film over his eyes dissipate like clouds when he opened his 


eyes. 


"Tomorrow, you're going to help me with some experiments." He said to the man with a widening grin. 


Experiments on 3132 Carlson Blvd 


Author's Notes: 
im not sure why j suddenly have the motivation to write like this 


Kirk lined James up in the center of the Garage, clearing out their amps and instruments and spewing them 


about the backyard on the dead grass of the small lawn. He dumped a phone next to James and plugged it in. 


"l'm gonna go inside and call you, and you're gonna tell me what Lars and Cliff are doing," Kirk explained to 
James. James tried to ask questions, but the door was slammed before he could. He looked down at the phone 


and waited for it to ring. 


"What can you see, James? What's Lars doing?" Kirk asked, leaning back to check if Lars and Cliff were gone. He 
took the phone's base and closed their doors after doublechecking. 


"Lars took my wallet and car to go to the sex shop on San Pablo Avenue and get some booze. He's buying 
some nudie magazines, and..some other stuff." James said without a doubt, face contorting into a grimace of 


disgust. "| hope he doesn't use my credit card," James groaned. 


Kirk only laughed through the phone line and continued with his questions. "Alright, now what is Cliff doing? He's 


been gone for a while." Kirk asked, glancing at the door to make sure nobody came back while they spoke. 


"He scared two hippies outside The Grateful Dead concert in Berkeley with Fred in the van He told them that 
they were on their way to hell and the hippies scattered. Fred asked if they could go get food and if they 
could buy some more pot from their dealer." James felt comforted that they weren't doing anything as odd as 


Lars. 


"Okay. Unplug the phone and come back inside. | have a few more questions, then we're golden" Kirk told James, 
placing the phone back on the receiver and walking to the back door. He looked out the kitchen window and saw 
James running to get to the back door to avoid stepping on the dry, prickly grass any longer. 


James was lead to the couch and he slouched down, looking at Kirk with a bored look. "This one's gonna 
be..different. What is Buffo doing right now?" He asked. When he saw James's confusion, he explained. "You can 


see as far as Berkeley right now, so l'm testing how far your range really is," He told James. 
"I's midnight in Germany. He's asleep in his apartment. His downstairs neighbors are gone and his upstairs 
neighbors are blasting awful German hip-hop." James said, disgusted at Buffo's neighbors. Kirk's eyebrows were 


raised in amazement. 


Kirk glanced at James for a moment and ran to the phone to pick it up and dial Buffo's number. The line rang a 


few times before Buffo answered and groaned tiredly. "What do you want? It's midnight.” 


"What's going on over there, Buffo?" Kirk tried being welcoming to his friend on the other end of the line. He 


heard the music James mentioned in the background of the call. 


‘My upstairs neighbors are playing their shitty music again and l'm just trying to go back to sleep. Can we end 
this call now?" Buffo begged, burying his face in his pillow. 


"Sure thing, buddy," Kirk started, "I just wanted to check up and see how you were." He said. Buffo just 
returned the phone back to its base and hung up. 


"You were right. | can't believe you were right. There was the music, he was trying to sleep." Kirk said softly 


to himself, covering his mouth as he comprehended James's abilities. 

He returned to the chair and sat down with his head down and his eyes wide. 

"Clairvoyants in the comics usually can only see a few towns around them. You can see Berlin." Kirk said as he 
stared at the coffee table in front of him. "Are we sure you're not a member of the X-Men?" James looked 


at Kirk with a glare. 


‘lm sure this is just some fucked up dream l'm having. I'm probably in a coma in the hospital or something." 
James said, skeptical. Kirk looked at him with near disappointment, and he punched James in the eye hard. 


"Why the fuck did you do that?!" 
"Did you feel it?" 

"Of course | fucking felt it!" 

"Did it hurt?" 


Kirk got no answer, so he punched James in the nose and watched it bleed. James cried out in pain and covered 
his nose as tears spilled down his cheeks. "Now does it hurt?" Kirk asked. 


"Suck a cock, man," James whined as he wiped the waterfall of blood coming down his face onto his arm. Kirk 


smiled, then retrieved a paper towel for James to soak the blood up with. 


‘Sorry, dude. Anyways..You're Clairvoyant. That's helpful to know. | have another one coming." Kirk stood up and 
took James by his free hand to lead him outside again. He brought him to a stop on the pathway from the 
back door to the Garage. He gently rolled one of the amps from the middle of the yard to the path and stood 
on top of it. "Pick it up." 


"Aren't you gonna get off of it first?" 


"Nope. Pick it up." 


James was unsure about what Kirk ordered him to do, but attempted it anyway and found it easy to do. Kirk 
sat down on the amp and looked down at James in utter awe. "I can barely carry these half-stacks most of 


the time, James. Put me down and help me put another half-stack on top of the other one" He said. 


James did as he was told, had Kirk sit back down on the two half stacks, and picked it up again with ease as he 
did before. "Supernatural strength, the power to live without oxygen, and clairvoyance. You're on your way to 


becoming part of the X-Men" Kirk joked. 


"So what, are you Professor X or something?" James laughed and carried the half-stacks back into the garage, 
Kirk still sitting on them. He got excited at the thought and James felt the man's nerd-out coming on strong. 


"Don't even think about nerding out, either. You'll end up kicking me over and I'll crack my head open" James 


warned Kirk, setting the half-stacks down and helping Kirk up off of them. 


They locked eyes for a moment, and Kirk spoke up. "| guess we'll have to test time manipulation and 
precognition tomorrow. Lars and Cliff are coming back soon. Go take a nap or something. I'll have Lars wake you 
up when we figure out dinner for tonight.” He said, walking to the house and leaving James in the Garage door's 


doorway. 


As soon as James finished returning all the equipment back to the Garage and walked inside, Lars lurked to his 
room with a bag from the sex shop and a six-pack in his hands, and Cliff followed shortly after. "James, | 
scared the fuck out of these two hippies down in Berkeley, it was awesome!" Cliff shouted excitedly. Lars yelled 


for peace and quiet in the house and Kirk locked eyes with James again, this time grinning. 


Eventually, the house settled into its quiet state once more. Cliff and Fred exchanged and listened to cassettes 


in Cliff's room, Lars had his door closed and locked, and James was napping in the chair beside the couch. 


Kirk eventually grew bored of channel surfing and turned towards James to inspect him closer. He opened the 
man's eyelid and saw the same milky white eye as the night before. His chest didn’t rise or fall, but he still 
had a pulse. It was almost like James was going into hibernation every time he slept, as his skin grew cold in 


the air-conditioned house. 
"You're like a little bear." Kirk laughed to himself, letting go of James's eyelid. He became still as he watched 
the man sleep and became entranced until he saw his chest beginning to rise and his eyes beginning to open 


The milky white film dissipated once more. 


Kirk stood when he realized James was going back to sleep and he walked to his room, trying to prevent 


himself from looking at his friend like he did a few minutes prior. 


He lay on his bed, listening to the ambiance of the Metallica Mansion, one side being the quiet chattering of 


Cliff and Fred, overlayed by classical and metal music and the other side being Lars's moaning. Kirk sighed and 
turned onto his side to fall asleep just as James did. 


